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For a moment she wondered if this attitude was wrong, if
Brutus had complained to his mother; then she relapsed
into her mood of fevered aloofness, waiting without agitation
for the coming of Brutus. He would come in his own time.
He had slain Caesar, as it had been fated.

But despite Porcia's quietness Servilia was still taken aback
by her own remark. "I was now thinking of Tertulla," she
said, apologetically. "I'm on my way to visit her, and I
thought you might like to come with me." She had meant
no such visit, but felt vaguely afraid of Porcia's apathy.

Porcia rose readily and then stopped. "I must stay here.
I must be here to receive Marcus."

"But you'll be in lots of time. Tertulla's no distance. A
message would bring you back in a few moments."
Porcia shook her head, frowning. "I must stay here."
Servilia saw that Porcia could not be moved, and was
glad in a way to escape alone. She kissed Porcia's unresisting
cheeks and went; and only as she reached the litter outside
did she realise that neither of them had spoken a word
about Caesar's death. She told the men to carry her to the
house of Cassius, thinking how different Tertulla was.
Perhaps it wasn't advisable for cousins to marry, even if the
Athenians didn't object to the union of half-brother and half-
sister. There seemed something wrong with Porcia, though
Brutus was absurdly loving; but Tertulla was normal in
every way.

Tert\illa was lying down in a loose woollen shift dyed
orange, discontentedly considering the weight of the child
she carried. It was being unable to see what was going on
inside one that worried; if one could only take out the
funny little baby, have a look at it, and then put it back
again, there would be pleasure in carrying. She had heard
of Caesar's death, and merely shrugged her shoulders, and
gone on lying down, wriggling her toes and watching them.
So that was the reason why Cassius had made her go on
that visit to Brutus on the evening of the 14th. The thought
irritated her excessively, for the one thing she could^ not
nowadays was being moved about. She wanted to lie
t fruit, wriggle her toes, and listen for any